




















Under a guiding hand, an elephant will pick up 
















a peanut with dexterity, or move a ton of teak. . 
Gasoline also needs a guiding hand to 


develop all your motor’s power. That is why 








a 
95 leading oil companies now add Ethyl fluid ' 
~ I : 
. . . ryY ; 
=+ oe = to good gasoline to form Ethyl Gasoline. The 
esooune Oe = a 
The active ingredient used ° . . 
in Bthyl fiutd ts lead fluid governs combustion, preventing power- 
waste, “knock” and over-heating. It is so effec- 


tive that 1 pump in 5 now bears the Ethyl 





emblem. Ethyl Gasoline Corporation, New York. 
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SUDGING“BOOKS | 
TE 


volume 
Us,” written popularly for the intelli- 


Mysterious UnNIverRsE,” 
James Jeans, is a -up 
to his “The Universe Around 


gent layman. This book is designed 
to get you further acquainted with the 
dustier corners of the dizzy Einstein- 


ian spaces, and in it Sir James ex- 


plains matter, space, light and time 
and whatever else there is lying 


That isn’t as 
however, as the uni- 
according to the 
absolutely 


around, 
hard as it sounds, 
nowadays, 


in 150 pages. 


verse 


broadbrow boys, contains 


nothing. Atoms are gone, 


disappeared, even the ether is out. 
Nothing is left, according to Sir 
James, but pure mathematics. De- 
spite this chilling and disheartening 
news, the book is really pleasant read- 


ing, for this English scientist seems to 


write much better than our lads. 


R zavixe the 


Sullivan’s 


of Mark 


third volume 
industrious 


“Our Times,” is like coming back 
from abroad and getting all caught 


up on what’s been in the papers. He 
“Pre-War America,” 
period from 1900- 
intensively, with casual 
into later territory. He 
gives a charming picture of the rela- 
tionship between Roosevelt and Taft, 
which occupies a long part of the book 
and which 


calls this one 
and it covers the 
1908 pretty 


excursions 


apparently involves a good 
deal more research than other chap- 
ters. But he investigated 
thoroly many matters which are 
words to the younger generation: such 
famous Fred Merkle’s 
failure to touch second. The book is 
packed with amusing photographs of 
all kinds of things from peek-a-boo 
shirt-waists to Charles Evans Hughes. 
It would make a dandy reference book 
for anyone who wants to write an- 


other ““Ask Me Another.” 


has really 
mere 


incidents as 


ILLIAM Gropper, continuing the 

good work started by Milt 
Gross, gets a doff of the derby for 
his “Allay-Oop,” a novel without 
words, done in pictures. It 
is one of those German-acrobat trian- 
gle affairs, not unlike Emil Jannings’ 
“Variety,” which it resembles in more 
ways that you can shake a stick at, 
adding great humor, however, to the 
bald pathos of that swell movie. 
Gropper’s drawings, we believe, are 
about the best our home-grown comic 
artists do. They are like 
Georg Gross’, excepting Gropper 
doesn’t suffer anything like that un- 
happy Hun does. (Ah! these messi- 
anic humorists, how they suffer in 
their satire.) ‘‘Allay-Oop” proves, 
too, that the old silent movie needn’t 
die. It can be continued in this form 
quite nicely. —-Tep SHANE 


entirely 


curiously 


waves have | 


trilogy, | 








. Don’t read the ad... 


just mail the coupon 


Will you give us 7 days to prove the 
merits of our product? 


Others may repeat our claims but 
none can duplicate our product. 
That’s why we ask to send you 
free a generous tube of Palmolive 
Shaving Cream. See coupon. 


ENTLEMEN: Your time’s worth 

money. So is ours. Instead of tell- 

ing you the glowing things men say about 

our product, we make this simple state- 

ment: There are more men using Palm- 

olive Shaving Cream today than any 
other kind. 

That fact proves it worth your while 
to make this test. Accept a free supply 
and after 7 days make up your mind. 
Of every 100 men who try it, 86 remain 
our steady customers. You ought to 
know the reason. 


1,000 men invented it 


The formula of Palmolive Shaving 
Cream was written by 1,000 men. They 
told us where all other methods failed 
in their opinion—and what they believed 
a perfect shaving cream should be. 

In meeting their demands our chemists 
made 129 attempts before succeeding. 
Finally the olive oil principle we know 
so well resulted in success. A shaving 


cream was born possessing 5 unique 
advantages: 







P 
Raving Gs 5 


laving Cre am 


PALMOLIVE RADIO HOUR— Broadcast 


every Wednesday night—from 9:30 to _ 10:30 


p.m., Eastern time; 8:30 to 9:30 p. m., Comres 
time; 7:30 to 8:30 p. m., Mountain time; 6:30 to 
7:30 p. m., Pacific C oast time—over WEAF and 


39 stations associated with The National Broad- 
casting Company. 6341 
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: and a can of Palmolive 






At the end of that time we believe you 
will give up other ways for this. 


1. Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 

2. Softens the beard in one minute. 

3. Maintains its creamy fullness for 10 
minutes on the face. 

4. Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect for 
shaving. 

5. Soothing after-effects due to olive and 
palm oil content. 


Will you accept some? 

We said, ‘‘Don’t read this ad” ; but if 
you have, thanks for your time. Now 
take one minute more and send the 
coupon properly filled in. What you 
receive will well repay your kindness in 


accepting a supply to try. Do not delay. 





NEW! Palmolive Shave Lotion 
Here’s a new way to leave 

the face tingling and fresh— -_ | 
clean and free of germs that 
cause infections. Try it! 
Also Palmolive After Shav- 
a Talc. 


- eee ere rere ee ee eae 


'7 SHAVES FREE! 





After Shaving Talc 


Simply insert your name and address 
and mail to Palmolive, Dept. M-1250, 


' 

! O. Box 375, Grand Central Post 
1 Office, New York ¢ ‘ity. 

' r 

« Name 

a» 

i Street 

' 

§. CORconn State 

] 


(P lease print 3 your name and address) 























Do you 
SMOKE 
YOUR WAY 
“BACK TO 
NORMALCY“? 
















Keep a 
Clean Taste 
with 
Cooler Smoke! 





|» these days of pulling business | 
back to normal...do you smoke more 
than your normal quota of cigarettes? 
Then you should experience Spud’s 
cooler, cleaner smoke ...and the joy of . 
being continually “mouth-happy”. You | 
should feel the way Spud leaves your 





mouth moist-cool and comfortably clean | 









...-no matter how long a session you have | 


SPUD 


MENTHOL-COOLED 


CIGARETTES 


20 FOR 20c (U.S.) . . . 20 FOR 30c (CANADA) 


with Spud’s lusty tobacco fragrance. Come 
on, switch to Spud and learn Spud’s 
always-clean taste ... the grand new free- 
dom in old-fashioned tobacco enjoyment. 


THE AXTON-FISHER TOBACCO COMPANY, INC., LOUISVILLE, KY. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


Fuster announces that he has a D6 the holiday activities of the AW ARSAW woman is seeking a di- 
4 


plan to end war. We hope it is rum fleet it looked as if they were vorce on the grounds that her 
something that more than 12 people trying to wring out the old year and husband has eleven sweethearts. She 
can understand. wring out the new year, too. wants to sever relations with the mag- 


netic Pole. 
Axp one big trouble with the Five- TT W. C. T. U. has endorsed 
Year Plan is that our son is now Hoover for a second term. Is [* the future if you want to scare a 
trying to go through college on it. there no end to this poor guy’s tough cotton or wheat farmer to death 
breaks? just threaten to stabilize his prices. 
Pyrrorean movie fans complain that 
4 they can’t understand what the Bt with all his failings, Herbert Axotuer thing that will kill foot- 
d 


actors are saying in American-made Hoover has one unique accom- ball, that Bill Roper didn’t men- 
talkies. ‘They don’t know how lucky _ plishment to his credit—he has insult- tion, is to play it the way Princeton 
they are. ed the Senate. did last fall. 















































“Well, how’s your new novel coming along?” 
“Fine, the hero is just proposing marriage to the girl.” 
“Well, tell her to say no!” 
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TAS AX oe? 


Two Raccoon Coats come Aboard the Ark. 







































Trapped 


Te coroner had seen many cases 
like this one. The inquest merely 

was a formality. It was necessary to 

get all the evidence in the record. 

“The note written by the victim 
will be attached to the other data and 
marked Exhibit A,” said the coroner. 
“And I recommend that the jury in 
this case bring in a report of death 
from natural causes.” > 

Exhibit A read: 

2:31 p.m.—Two hours now. I am 
thinking of you, dearie. I will not 
give up hope. 

“4:45 p.m.—Air getting bad. Oh, 
for a drink of water. 

“6:32 p.m.—Have lost all track of 
what day it is. Can hardly breathe. 
I am holding on with my left hand. 
Think it is paralyzed. Hear tapping 


on the door 

“8:34 p.m.—Have called and called “ 
but no one seems to hear. It’s hell 
to go out like this. Sometimes I seem 
to hear voices. Guess it is just de- 
lirium. 

11:34 pm.—My watch has 
stopped. The air is terrible. Guess 
the end is near. Goodbye, all. Don’t 
blame anybody. My own negligence 
is responsible. I knew all about tele 
phone booths when I came into this 
Cop—Whatza matter, Ali Baba—forget th’ password? one.” —Cuet JoHnson 


>. 
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GunmMan’s Wire—If you’re driving downtown, you'd better put on 


your chains. 


Gangster Activities 


HE Zivialli mob plan a coming-out 

party for their former boss, “Pete” 
Chiano. His hide-away is being care- 
fully watched by the best shots in 
the mob. 


“Cigar-face’”’ Cornpone has sus- 
pended seventeen cops, who have been 
accused of receiving money from the 
city. 


Tommy (Peru) Begonia is telling 
it on a judge. 


Fiugli Bambustla, of Brooklyn, has 
been dropped from the Variety Stores 
Protective League, for non-payment 
of dues. He was dropped into the 
Gowanus Canal. 


“Tug” Muglianni entertained the 
officers and crew of the Coast Guard 
patrol G-987, in the fog off Long 
Island, last Tuesday. “Tug’s” speed- 
boat was hit sixteen times during the 
affair, which was a source of con 
siderable amusement aboard the Gov- 
ernment boat. 


“Bugs” Moron is planning another 
Valentine's Day costume party in 
Waggle’s garage. This year the boys 
will wear Western Union Telegraph 
Co. uniforms. 


Prohibition agents raided an aban- 
doned brewery today and seized a 
plain-clothes man with a capacity of 
200 gallons. 

“Wee” Willie Plotz, beer handler 
for Harlem and the Bronx, is con- 
fined to his home, with a heavy Colt 
in his chest. 

—Dana L. Cotie 
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“Oh, well, maybe she’s a good cook! 


Time To Plunge 
“Ver think now is a good time, 


Solly?” 

“No question, Abe.” 

“I'd hate to pull a boner.” 

“Not a chance. I'd bet my spats 
and cane I’m absolutely right.” 

‘Well, you're the fellow who keeps 
an eye on the market, Solly. So if you 
think now is a good time to cut 
loose. ° : 

“You bet! Business seems to be 
picking up, Abe. People are feeling 
a little more cheerful. Car loadings 
are increasing and even copper acts 
like it might sell a little higher. There 
never was a more psychological time, 
Abe, to cut out writing these good 
times and prosperity songs and start 
banging out some more of those sad 
and mournful blues while everybody 
is just getting in the mood for them.” 
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ANCIENT TIMES 
Ye Mornyng Affter 
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Please Pass the Poison 
Te latest news from Wash- 


ington is that the govern- 
ment is going to stop putting 
poison in alcohol and substi- 
tute chemicals that will make 
it (the alcohol, not the gov 
ernment) smell like a com 
bination of bad eggs and 
garlic. 

What I want to know is 
who suggested this change 
and why? That’s the trouble 
(at least one of the troubles ) 
with the government. Always 
disturbing the fixed order of 
things. The great American 
drinking public has got used 
to drinking poisoned alcohol, 
and American stomachs have 
developed a protective lining 
impervious to anything weak- 
er than corrosive sublimate. 
In fact, most seasoned drink- 
ers nowadays can’t get any 
kick out of just pure alcohol. 
They want a little arsenic or 
something in it to give it a 
wallop. But, just as all the 
weaklings are killed off, and 
the people are settling down 
to really enjoying a steady 
diet of carbolic acid, the gov- 





Survivor—Captain, have you an aspirin tablet? 





Cop—But you oughta’ seen th’ one that got away! 


ernment wants to step in and 
spoil everything. 

Now I guess the govern- 
ment hasn’t been reading the 
magazine ads. If they had 
they wouldn't go ahead with 
this fool idea of theirs. Put 
ting bad eggs and garlic in 
our gin is going to make them 
mighty unpopular, and the 
first thing they know not even 
their best friends will tell 
them. 

—S. FirzGeratp 


Modernistic 
M* bathroom has all the 


colors of the rainbow. 
The tub is a delicate bird’s- 
egg blue. The walls are a 
vivid red with quaint splashes 
of orange and old gold. The 
floor is a spotted and speckled 
affair in seventeen different 
hues. The faucets are green 
and the shaving cabinet is 
purple. And it serves me 
right. I should have kept my 
eye on Junior and the home- 
painting outfit he got from 
Santa Claus. 






























































And Getting Out 


In our neighborhood, business seems 
to be packing up. 


And add pitiful figures: The chap 
who has to write a headline for Mr. 
Coolidge’s column. 


If prohibition is ever repealed, it 
will throw a lot of cops out of the 
speakeasies. 


And who can remember when a 
judge had to be pensioned before he 
quit the bench? 


Apartment Life 


“You must wake and call me early, 
call me early, wifey dear; 

I must rap upon the steam pipes so 

the janitor will hear.” 








“How do you do, Mr. Boopadoop. You didn’t catch me unawares this time.” 





“Aw 


Lines for a Slightly Cockney 
Alphabet Book 


A’s what’s a ’orse eats. It’s sold by 
the bale. 

B is an insect that stings with its tail. 

C is the element steamships employ. 


D can transform any light into joy. 





F is just 50 per cent of the ’ole. 





G is the name of a thousand buck roll. 
H can be raised in the country or 


town. 


I is a summit from which to look 


down. 


J is a rube, just an urban misfit. 





K is a dog with nine following it. 





L is the spot that is ‘ot down below. 





M is the line beneath which girls’ legs 
show. 

N is an old married chicken for stew. 

O is what people who borrow must do. 

P is a like ina pod, it is said. 

Q is the hair on a Chinaman’s head. 

R stands for things that we own and 
want back. 

S is an animal, often called Jack. 3 

T is a drink that’s exceedingly mild. 

U is a lamb when it’s still but a child. 

W’s two baby lambs, if you please. 

and X, Y,Z? Who gives a darn about 


these ? 


—CaRROLL CARROLL 





Wot’s comin’ off in this country? Now they’ve gone an’ increased 
. ‘yr ‘ ’ = ” 
the Income Tax— it’s an outrage. 


Actually a Nobody 


yee funny how your opinion about 
people will change. Take Tread- 
way, for instance. I've known him 
some years. I’ve lunched with him 
at important business clubs. I've 
heard him glibly mention big names. 
So you couldn’t blame me for having 
regarded him as a well-connected man 
of affairs, a man possessing important 
commercial contacts. 

He seemed to know people in many 
different fields,—the shipping crowd, 
banking crowd, the manufacturers. He 
was apparently on friendly terms with 
all of them, but when my crucial 
moment came he failed me. 

Yesterday morning on the 8.52 
Treadway was praising his radio to 
me, lauding its tone, its selectivity. 
He made me want to own a radio 
myself. Last night the wife and I 
discussed it and this morning came 
the decision to buy one. 

“I think I'll get a radio today,” 
I said to Treadway at the station. 

“Good idea,” said Treadway. 

And that’s all he said! Connec- 
tions? Bah! Prominent contacts? 
Bunk! He never even suggested he 
could get it for me wholesale! 
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“Say! Would you mind breakin’ these in for me?” 
¥ Y J 





Since Dad is Unemployed, Sis Entertains at Home and Keeps the Revenue in the Family. 
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“Where the Young Men’s Feet Are Turning” 


WW ~ Sanford and I got off at the 
Nova 


little Scotia station, the 
guide met us. “‘Gee,”’ I said aside, “‘I 
thought guides wore corduroy, and 
flannel shirts, and moccasins. He 


looks like a day laborer in those old 
overalls and that cap.” Sanford 
bristled. 

“You've been looking at ammuni- 
tion posters. This guy's a rea! woods- 








he 


By Stanley Jones 


man—wait ‘til you see him work.” 

We hit into the woods that night, 
my new boots paining me consider- 
ably. ‘‘Maybe they'll soften up,” said 
Simon heartily. “Though Mr. Post’s 
didn’t—he give ‘em to me. What size 
are they?” “Seven,” I said. 


‘‘Good—that’s mine, too. 


If they 
hurt you, I’ve got an extra pair of 
No sense in letting yeur 


sne akers. 














oe) | 








THAT’S THE LASSO’LL SEE 0 





ME,LAREDO LARRY, LAUGHED 
THE POET LARIAT 


You mean to tell me it’s your first year in Yale and you only went hot, 


cold, and Delta Kappa Pepsodent? 


“Didn’t I hear a sound like kissing 
in here?” bawled Rubber Stamp 89433, the Irate Father. 


“No, you old 


heel,” spat Stencil 55427, the Cheeky Daughter. “We were only playing 
a game of billiards!” 
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feet hurt you, heh, Mr. Sanford?” 

They routed me from uneasy toss 
ing on pine boughs at a ghastly hour. 

“Rise and shine,” roared Sanford. 
“You're in the woods now, boy!” He 
quoted, “ ‘Where the young men’s feet 
are turning, to the paths of proved 
desire and known delight.’ That bird 
Kipling could say it,—golly!” 

He tilled his deep chest with the 
clammy air while I cowered in my 
blankets. “Hey, Simon,” he called, 
“we'll make a woodsman out of this 
dude yet, hey? Show him how to use 
the axe.” 

I split wood and blistered my 
hands while they sat and watched. 
Their talk was mostly of women, 
veering occasionally to moose that Si- 
mon had slain. I wondered if there 
could be a single moose left alive in 
the province. ‘‘That’s enough,” said 
Sanford at last. “Now teach him 
how to fry bacon and potatoes, Si- 
mon.” Later, they fried their own. 
And initiated me into the fascinating 
mystery of washing the dishes with 
sand and handfuls of moss. 


“Grow him how to tie a fly,” suge 

gested Sanford, filling his pipe. 
“We'll cross the lake, make the carry, 
and try the trout at Beaver Dam. By 
the way, if you haven't paddled much, 
you'd better take the bow. Try to 
watch Simon—he’s a wizard. And 
I'll sit in the middle.” It seemed 
quite a journey. Perhaps because 
they became so heated over the re- 
spective merits of the Parmachenee 
Belle and the Silver Doctor on a dark 
day. Simon frequently laid his pad- 
dle across the gunwales, the better to 
illustrate his point with both hands. 
I finally worked the craft across by 
digging in on alternate sides. San- 
ford got out and picked up the rods 
and the shotgun. He looked at me 
critically. 

“You'd better take the canoe— 
you're soft as a dead mouse. Si- 
mon’l] 

“Looks pretty heavy,” I said. 
“And these confounded boots—” 

“She’s easy,” said Simon. “Seventy 
pounds—pooh! I fix those boots.” 

He pulled a pair of soiled brown 
sneakers from his pack, stuffing my 
boots into their place. “Voila,” he 
said. “Now you comfortable, heh?” 

“That’s the stuff,” said Sanford. 
“There’s nothing that Simon can’t fix ! 


(Continued on page 27) 
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Vp a Bap News For SMOKERS — 
ee ee 


“Pipes, tobacco, cigars \ : 
and newspapers are not — 
‘articles of comfort,’ being 
nN mere luxuries.” —Bradley v. 


) re. Murray (1880), 66 Ala. 269. 
















Except By MisTaAKe 
““Men kiss their 
wives, but ordinarily 
do not kiss their ser 
vant girls.”—State 
v. Kirkpatrick 
(1884), 63 Ja. 558. 






















IMPOSSIBLE 
“It is generally supposed, at least 
among men, that the gentler sez is 
possessed of almost boundless curios- 
ity.”—Smedley v. State (Ark, 1917), 
197 S.W. 275. 


Correct AGAIN 


A drunken man has f 
as good a right to a 
perfect sidewalk as a 
sober man, and he 
needs one a good 
deal more.”’—Robin 
son v. Pioche (1855), 


5 Cal. 461. 





Tuere Must Be a Limit 


“It would be going too far to hold that the 
keeper of a hotel must spy upon the guests and 
form a habit of eavesdropping, or to ‘stop, look 
and listen’ at the keyhole to determine what 
might be going on in the room of a guest.”— 
Banfill v. Byrd (Miss. 1920), 84 So, 230, 


NOBLE DECISIONS 
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Parental Fears 


weN TD. Youna buried in a 
() speech on international rela- 

tions this nugget of wisdom 
that is as important for parents as it 
is for publicists: “I, for one, am not 
afraid of that equal companionship 
which rests on personal responsibil- 
itv, whether it be in the social rela- 
tions of boys and girls or the free in- 
terchange of opinion between grown 
men and women everywhere.” 

When the hoity-toity holidays are 
over and the youngsters have gone 
back to school, parents emerge from 
their shelters with furrowed brows 
and clacking tongues. Gathering in 
puzzled groups, they put to one an- 
other the ancient question—*What’s 
the world coming to?” They specu- 
late, in pathetic ignorance of the 
facts, about the current state of the 
morals of the generation as a whole, 
and of their own sons and daughters 
in particular. Feeble schemes for 
control revolve in their weary brains. 

In the end, they give it up. Which 
indeed is all they can do. This is not 
to say that the home has no influence. 
But we are learning that the major 
influence of the home is not overt, but 
subtle. It is exerted not by command- 
ments, prohibitions and advice, but by 
attitudes, sympathies and example. 
What parents say carries little weight 
as compared to what parents are. The 
character that restrains Jack from be- 
coming a drunkard or Jill a promiscu- 
ous petter is more likely to be based 
on forgotten incidents of early child- 
hood than on threats thundered or 
pledges extracted yesterday. The trag- 
edy of parents who have failed in gui- 
dance is in two words—“‘T'oo late!’ 

And of all the lessons learned too 
late, the bitterest is this: that young 
people must be masters of their own 
destinies. Gradually, from infancy 
on, they have to be permitted to ac- 
quire independence, the power of de- 
cision, the sense of responsibility, the 
happy knowledge that they are sep- 
arate personalities —in short, self- 


reliance. Given that, they are thrice 
armed against the world, the flesh and 
the devil. 


“The Great Indoors” 


that grand revue, “The New 

Yorker,”’ Frances Williams sings a 
song called “The Great Indoors,” 
which has deep sociological signifi- 
cance. The reaction against the cult 
of the open air may be here. 

There is a new building in Cincin 
nati which houses under a single roof 
two department stores, various smaller 
shops, a hotel with 750 rooms, a 
garage that parks 650 cars, and forty- 
eight floors of offices. This, accord 
ing to Colonel William A. Starrett, is 
the new type of skyscraper. He be 
lieves that we have gone about the 
limit in height—not the engineering 
limit, for they could build twice as 
high, but the economic limit. The 
new demand is for bulk, for multiple- 
purpose buildings which cover com- 
plete blocks, each almost a city in it- 
self. Buildings with churches in 
them, with subways in the basement 
and airplanes on the roof. We even 
hear of plans for skyscrapers with no 
windows at all, ventilated artificially. 

Soon, without ever stepping foot on 
pavement, it will be possible to be 
born, reared, educated, married, to 
play golf, carry on an intrigue, get a 
divorce, have an operation, grow old, 
die and be cremated and have your 
ashes at last scattered to the outer air 
that you never breathed. 


The Kings of Alky 


At Capone’s sister has married 
“ Frank Diamond’s brother. It 
was a big church wedding, with 4,000 
guests, and the bride’s gown had a 
twenty-five-foot train. Gossips say 
that it was no love match at all, but a 
“marriage of convenience.” The elder 
brothers of the two contracting parties 
are potentates in the Big Business of 
our times. To “strengthen their 
mutual interests and to avoid a feud” 
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they jointly decreed that the kids 
should get spliced. 

Thus do the customs of royal fam- 
ilies persist, however the general so- 
cial fabric may change. In ancient 
days rival bandits evolved into rival 
kings. They warred with one another. 
Then came diplomats, arguing that 
alliance by marriage was cheaper than 
conquest. So were founded dynasties 
which in their united strength could 
bleed the people more effectively. 

Perhaps in the chronicles of the 
kings of Alky it will be written that 
the crude machine-gun passed _ in 
favor of the marriage certificate, the 
silken cord, the wax seal, the moral 
suasion of master statesmen. 


We May Be Wrong 


B't a quarter of a century ago 
Woodrow Wilson declared that 
“nothing has spread socialistic feeling 
in this country more than the use of 
the automobile.” That was when it 
was supposed that the bicycle would 
always remain the vehicle of the peo- 
ple, that nobody could afford motor- 
cars except the few who could employ 
chauffeurs to keep them in repair. As 
it turned out, the automobile, indus- 
trially, was the chief factor in spread- 
ing to every class the late lamented 
prosperity. And _ sociologically the 
automobile probably has been so far 
the strongest deterrent to class con- 
sciousness. Whenever a little guy in 
a Ford speeds past a big guy in 
a Rolls, another monkey-wrench is 
thrown into the wheels of the revo- 
lution. 

Realization that the wise Wilson 
was so fearfully wrong about the auto- 
mobile makes us careful about ex- 
pressing our own opinions. We have 
been disposed to predict that the radio 
(the neighbors’ radio) is going to 
make us a nation of maniacs. But 
maybe it is simply going to drive to 
madness a few of us sensitive souls, 
the while it transforms the rest of the 
population into intellectual giants. 


k, J. W. 
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The Locust Plague 
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Just the Best Time 
By Quentin Reynolds 


= Tuar’s that, Mister? You want 

to know if we got a pair of 
stockings that will fit the legs of your 
pool table? . . Oh. A wise 
guy, hey. Scram, Mister, scram be- 
fore I slip a pair of these $4.55 spe- 


cial moire open work jobs right 
around your neck.” 
The noive of him, Mamie. But I 


know how to handle them fresh guys. 
Never your temper, I always 
say, act dignified and remember you 
are a lady. In other words more flies 
has been killed with fly paper than 
with vinegar.... You know, Mamie, 
my Jack isn’t like ‘that at all. Oh I 
must tell you, Mamie. Last night I 
and Jack went out and we had the 
best time. And, Mamie, he practically 
proposed to me. 

He asked me to go to 


lose 


a hockey 
game at Madison Square Garden with 
him and as I had never saw a hockey 
game I said, “Yes, I will go to the 
hockey game with you.” 

Well, Jack did not have that con- 
crete mixer of his along so we had to 
go in the subway and we had more 
fun. Jack is such a ecard and before 
we had got to 14th Street he had 
everybody laughing. 

At last we get to our station and 
we get off. We stroll into the Garden 


and find our seats and I must say they 
couldn't be any better on account of 
a big shot sports writer named Gene 
Lawrence had gave them to Jack and 
you might say that the players is 
practically sitting in our laps. Ex- 
cept, of course, they do not sit down 
really except when they get knocked 
down, which is about half the time. 
The game starts and I do not know 
what it is all about. “What is the idea 
of this game?” I asks Jack. 

“The idea of the game,” Jack says, 
“is to keep from getting killed.” 

“What do they use them sticks 
for?” I asks him. 

“They just carry them for good 
luck,” Jack growls. “Like if Simp- 
son there gets cracked on the conk 
by King Clancy, he will immediately 
crack him back with his stick and that 
is why they carry them for good luck. 
He always says after cracking some 
guy, ‘Wasn’t it lucky I happened to 
have this stick with me?’ ” 


Parry I get the idea of the game. 

They try to hit a little rubber 
dinkus into a net with these hockey 
sticks they have. But their aim is so 
bad, or so good, that they practically 
never hit anything but each other. 
The players must all be just a bit 
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“T’'ll teach you to strike a person smaller than yourself: 


goofy as they seem to like it. When they are not socking each 
other and picking their ears up off the ice they are laughing. 

“Is this what they call having fun?” I asks my wonder boy. 

“I should of leaved you home,” he says very sore. “You 
don’t know any more about this game than a radio announcer 
does about football.” 

Just then the good-looking player they call King Clancy 
makes a goal and everybody yells. I get up on my chair and 
scream with the rest of them. 

“I thought you didn’t like this game and here you hop on 
your chair and act like you are cuckoo,” Jack says surprised. 

“It ain't that,” I tells him. “I just don’t want to be con- 
spicuous by staying in my seat.” 

“Stop using them long words,” Jack says, ‘““And don’t cheer 
when Clancy makes a goal. He ain’t on our team.” 


HERE is one player in a heavy white sweater who catches 

my eye. He can skate like a fool and he don’t use no stick. 
He comes swooping up the ice and he grabs the puck in his 
hands. I let out a yell, “Atta boy.” 

Jack looks at me. “What are you yelling for?” he asks. 

“At that player in the white sweater. He ain’t got no stick 
but look at him grab that puck. And the rest of them is all 
afraid to hit him.” 

Jack shakes his head. “‘That’s the referee, dope,” he says 
in a disgusted way and I make up my mind not to say any- 
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“My gosh, they didn’t recognize me!” 


thing more to him if he is going to use 
that tone of verse. 

But after all I know Jack is crazy 
about me so there is no use in me getting 
sore. “How did this King Clancy ever 
get to be such a good skater?” I asks 
Jack, 

The truth is Jack says that he is an 
Eskimo and where he comes from they 
do not have civilized things like shoes 
but they have to use skates. So when 
Clancy was about two years old he is 
skating all over the joint and as yet he 
cannot even walk. Anyhow he lives there 
in what I have nicknamed The Frozen 
North and there is no place to walk, any- 
how, on account of everything is ice and 
you should try and walk—you would fall 
and break your neck or something. So 
that is how Clancy is such a good skater 
and he keeps in practice all the time, in 
fact he never takes his skates off. 

“This Clancy would be a nice person 
to invite to a party,” I says. ““He would 
look swell gliding across the hard wood 
floor. I suppose the only thing to do to 
make him feel at home would be to fix 
him up a spot in the ice box. It would 
be fun to dance with an egg plant like 
him. If he ever stepped on your foot 
you would have to put in an order for a 
new one right away.” 


\ ELL, the game is finally over and we 

lam outa there. We walk down 

the street to the subway station and we 

pass a jewelry store and Jack stops to 

look in the window. ‘Them pieces of ice 
(Continued on page 31) 
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FTER attending the opening per- 
A formance of “Petticoat Influ- 
ence” at the Empire Theatre, I 
discovered to my from the 
breakfast the 
next morning that what I had seen 
was a very witty and often suavely 
brilliant English comedy, one full of 
delightful humor and lively amuse- 
ment, and one acted to the Queen's 
taste by Miss Helen Hayes. It had 
seemed to me, reading the 
papers, that what I had seen was just 
another decidedly flimsy and common- 


surprise 
newspaper reviews at 


before 


place English comedy, containing a 
minimum of humor and a minimum of 
amusement, and acted very indiffer- 
ently by Miss Hayes. 
that you never can tell. However. if 
the exhibit is all that my critical boy- 
friends say it is, I begin to think that 
maybe I’ve been wrong all these years 


So it appears 


about a lot of things, including Mae 
West, Sammie Shipman, the great 


dramatic importance of “Torch Song,” 
and the acting company at the Civie 
Repertory Theatre. 

I am not so bumptious as to be- 
lieve that my critical boy-friends are 
balmy and that I alone am the pos- 
sessor of a high and stunning sagac- 
ity. If you deplore my shrinking 
modesty and heatedly insist that I am 
all I hint I am not, remember that I 
am the fellow who walked out on 
**Abie’s Irish Rose”’ after the first act, 
in the belief that it would surely go 
to the storehouse at the end of the 
week, and that I think so little of the 
current huge critical and financial suc- 
cess, “Grand Hotel,” that I rejected 
both the play and the adaptation when 
they were submitted to me, four 
months before the production, for in- 
clusion in the series on modern drama 
which I supervise and edit for the 
eminent Prof. Dr. Knopf. True 
enough, I didn’t buy Goldman-Sachs 
or Cosden Oil and William Bolitho 
doesn’t strike me as having been such 
an overpowering and inextinguishable 
genius, but even so there are grounds 
for suspecting me of being not always 


infallible. 


Is SIE 


JUDGE 














D 


FORGE J 


Having thus warned you, I will air 
my personal opinion of “Petticoat In- 
fluence.” Although I read in the 
papers that it is full of “deft situa- 
tions,” I'll be hanged if I can dis- 
cover so much as a single situation of 
any kind in it, deft or not deft, that is, 
unless you are inclined to regard as a 
situation the sudden 
comic character 


entrance of a 
while a man and 
woman are kissing, his embarrassed 
hemming and hawing, and the kissers’ 
endeavor to cover up their confusion 
by pretending, on the man’s part, that 
he was merely removing a smudge 
from the woman’s cheek. It is true 
that that was regarded as a situation 
back in the when Sydney 
Grundy was still in didies, but I won 
der if it can still be called one today. 
In any sound and modern use of the 
technical situation is lacking 
from the comedy; the play might, for 
all it matters, be played in a couple 
of rooms without exits and entrances 
and with all the characters remaining 


days 


term, 


seated throughout. It is, of course, 
possible that, even with such constric- 
tions, a playwright might 
situations and very good ones. 


develop 
But to 
do so he would have necessarily to be 
gifted with the mental agility of a 
Shaw, the psychological dexterity of 
a Pirandello or the dialectic and lit- 
erary talents of the Schnitzler of 
Bernhardi.” Mr. Neil 
Grant, unfortunately, hasn’t any of 
these attributes and the best he is able 
te provide in the way of dialogue 
tending toward the creation of situa- 
tion is the ancient whiffe about a 
woman laughing at a man’s stupidity 
and the man’s solicitous inquiry as to 


“Professor 


whether she is crying. 

I will not go so far as to say that, 
in the two long hours of his comedy’s 
progress, Mr. Grant does not fetch up 
a couple of fairly humorous lines, but 
a couple of fairly humorous lines are 
not very satisfactory repayment for 
two hours of taut ear work. Even I 
myself, a notoriously dull fellow, 
could—given a sufficient amount of 
Scotch, with perhaps a few chasers 
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NATHAN 


Roulet-Delamain and 
Kirschwasser—do better than that. 


of Cointreau, 


As for the very charming Miss 
Hayes’ contribution to the leading 


role, it strikes me as a distinctly rou- 
tine and pedestrian performance. Not 
only does she read her British lines 
with no effort to alter her natural 
American accent, but every scene she 
plays—save the one involving busi- 
ness with a piece of toast, which was 
doubtless inspired either by the stage 
business in the script or by the direc- 
tor—is played with a dead literalness. 
The subtle embroidery of a true comé- 
Henry Ste- 
Owen, 


dienne is ever absent. 
phenson and Reginald how- 
ever, are excellent to the degree that 
the material they have gives them any 
opportunity to be. 
* *% * 

However much one may bellyache 

about the deficiencies of the 
American theatre in other directions, 
there is certainly no room for grous- 
ing about its music-show clowns. No 
other theatre in the world today can 
boast so great a number of proficient 
funny-men. England, according to the 
English critics’ estimate—thus 
forestalling any accusation of humor- 
ous prejudice influenced by longi- 
tude and latitude—claims just three; 
France, according to the better French 
critics, claims but two; and Germany, 
even in the Germans’ own estimation, 
not more than four or five. Look at 
the American then bare 
your head and lift up your voice in 
the Southern Methodist College Stein 
Song: the Marx Brothers, Ed Wynn, 
Bobby Clark, Eddie Cantor, Al Jol- 
son, Jim Barton, Joe Cook, Fred 
Allen, Bert Lahr, Willie Howard 
(sometimes), Clayton, Jackson and 
the most elegant Durante, George 
Bickel, Richard Carle, Dave Chasen, 
Charles Butterworth, Don Barclay, 
Jimmie Savo, Tom Howard, Victor 
Moore, Gus Shy (on occasion), Will 
Mahoney, Jack Haley, Bill Robinson. 
Jack Pearl, Phil Baker—well, that’s 
enough to give you a faint suggestion, 

(Continued on page 29) 
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catalogue, 
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What’s in a Name? 


Ts great magnate pulled a paper 

from his pocket and put on his 
spectacles. “My dear,” he said to his 
wife tenderly. ‘I have here a short 
select list made up for me today by 
young Whippet, who has made quite 
a name for himself in our offices at 
this sort of thing.” He adjusted the 
light at his elbow carefully, “Szol- 
nok !” 

“Terrible,” said his wife testily. 
“It sounds Russian.” 


The magnate sighed. “I was afraid 


you would say that,” he said sadly, 
“Yet I must confess it sort of struck 
me.” 

“It doesn’t strike me,” snapped his 
wife. “Szolnok! Awful!” 

“All right, all right,” said the great 
man hastily. “What do you think of 
Mount Quimby?” 

“Common,” sniffed his wife. 

“Well, well, just a little,” said the 
magnate, “but a good reliable name. 
Now what would you think of Frati- 
maggiore?” 

“Nothing at all,” said his wife. 

“No, perhaps not. But listen to 
this. Nepomuceno! Distinguished? 
What?” 


His wife yawned. “I don’t like it.” 








Movie Sounp System Gets Our 
or OrpER 
Usner—lIs there an electrician 
in the house? 


“Silver Minnows?” suggested the 
big executive a trifle nervously. “Now 
there is something with an aura! Sort 
of glittering- 





““__and dumb,” added his wife. 

“Well, well, perhaps,” agreed the 
magnate apologetically. “‘Now here's 
one that we thought was quite an in- 
spiration. Just plain simple Transyl- 
vania? 

“Won't do!” His wife spoke with 
decision. “I may as well tell you that 
I have taken matters into my own 
hands and chosen—” 

The executive paled. His hand 
holding the paper trembled.—‘‘Not— 
not Tracy City?” 

“No, dear,” said his wife gently. 
“I’ve chosen Bill—just plain Bill. I 
want the baby named after you, dear, 
and perhaps when he grows up he'll 
become president of the Pullman Com- 
pany, too.” 

—P.S. 


Home, Sweet Home 


T might be an idea and it might not. 
But you know of these Speak-o’- 
phone records you can have made. 
Why not make one which operates as 
soon as the doorbell rings? It would 
say, “No, thank you, we don’t want 
any brushes today, and we are loaded 
up to the eyes with insurance and our 
chimneys are all cleaned out, and we 
have enough magazines to open a den- 
tal office, and so forth ad nauseam.” 
















































Kahn Game 


\ Tuar’s to be done about poor old 
Otto Kahn? A few years ago 
this noble, white-mustached fellow 
would listen to the plea of any Green 
wich Villagey artist who approached 
him with a hard-luck story, digging 
into his jeans to help out with an odd 
thousand or so. Any indigent cause, 
if it smacked of the slightest nobility 
and queerness) of artistic purpose, 
received his aid. The further below 
MacDougal Street the project for im- 
proving the world thru, for instance, 
plays that broke the conventions of 
the theatre (7.e., characters who came 
on the stage not from the wings but 
via chutes )—the more he gave. 
But now alas! Greenwich Village 
Is no more, even as a curiosity. The 
long hairs have been neatly barbered 
and work for the Ladies’ Home Jour 
nal. The radical movement in the 
theatre has found its Nirvana in Hol 
ly wood, and the Ben Hecht school of 
poetic prose has coupon-cutting cramp. 
The golden age of the artist is here. 
And so Mr. Kahn doesn’t make the 


front pages any more but sits alone 


idly with his bags of gold lying 
“Tf only the telephone 
would ring,’ he probably thinks, ‘‘and 


around him. 
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deliver up to me some worthy cause! 
If only some artist has discovered a 
mountain he would like to paint batik 
designs all over, lacking only funds. 
If only some writer with plans for a 
play to take 366 days to produce 
would come to me, lacking but a few 
cents. If only some architect would 
turn up who would like to build a 
modern apartment house out of cork- 
screws, gin bottles and Korans!”’ 

Yessir. The poor are poor in 
money only. 


Irony 
()epmanity in New York you 


rarely, if ever, see the same 
person twice (excluding, of Coss, 
ticket specs, doormen, dramatic crit- 
ics and mendicants). But hasn’t it 
happened to you that eve rv so often 
you keep running across some stran- 
ger again and again in the darnedest 
places at the darnedest times? Some 
time ago I had such a streak. I kept 
stumbling upon an odd character who 
was evidently a health fiend. Winter, 
summer, rain or murk, he was always 
dressed in a pair of duck pants, san- 
dals, a shirt open at the throat and a 
shock of whitish-gray hair. His com- 
plexion showed the result of a lot of 
leg-work, and his eyes, fastened on 
some far-away fantasy, 
never seemed to be _ tak- 
ing in the external world. 
I used to speculate about 
him, but never could 
make him out. Then one 
day, while strolling 
round the reservoir, he 
suddenly loomed up in 
front of me. At last I 
would see him at close 
quarters and maybe talk 
to him. But when he ap- 
proached and final] y 
passed me I didn’t have 
the heart to stop him. 
He was intent in a daily 
paper. It was the Morn- 
ing Telegraph. And the 
Morning Telegraph, 
ladies and gentlemen, is 
Good- 
ness me, but the city is 
full of drama, isn’t it, 
duckies? 


a racing paper! 
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The Furious Life 


| THINK gestures are dying out and 
I don’t like it. The most notable 
and recent of gestures that I will 
never cease admiring and wish I'd 
performed concerns that Jewish cen- 
turion, Myron Selznick, of the old 
Selznick Pictures and Hollywood. 
Driving down a Los Angeles boule- 
vard at a furious pace, he was sud- 
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denly set upon by the Motorcycle 
Moguls. Instead of pulling up to the 
curb, he increased his pace and soon 
had put his speedometer up to 80. 
Traveling thru red lights, sirens be 
hind him going, bullets flying, in and 
out of traffic, the chase grew hotter 
and merrier. Finally the young mad 
man was forced to stop. And the 
cops raced up alongside him at the 
curb. They were furious, murder in 
their eyes. They yanked the door 
open and as they were about to blat 
their fury forth, Myron calmly turned 
to them and said, “Say! 
got a cigarette?” 
It cost him $200. 


Have you 


These Hardened Times 


H =" a strange one which proves 
there are high-hat poor. In the 



























letters received by a city organization 
devoted to distributing clothing to the 
poor and out-of-work, one arrived 
which went to the effect: “Dear sirs: 
Would you mind sending me a Tuxedo 
for my husband, size 38, with wide 
lapels ? Yours, Mrs. , 


Then, according to the about-town 
talk, there was the unemployed gent 
who passed his hat around a crowd. 
He didn’t get his hat back. 


And why, come rain, come shine, 
must political blokes be so stupid? In 
the case, for instance, of jury duty 
they have a splendid chance to kick 
thru with a little unemployment relief. 
Take the ordinary man chosen for 
jury duty. A small business man, a 
busy executive, he kicks about being 
taken away from his tasks. Thou 
sands are dunned, few care to be 
chosen. Why waste all that time and 
effort in such case? Why not simply 
pick up a panel off the numerous 
bread lines and take them down to 
court? They'd be charmed to sit in 
a nice warm courtroom and listen to 
other people’s troubles and get three 
bucks a day in the end. What about 
it, Mr. Governor? 


Gentlemen! Gentlemen! 


| oe year I tried to find out what the 

Typical College Man of 1930 was 
like, if any. I even offered a pair of 
Dunhill pipes for the most complete 
picture of him. The results were nil. 

Nothing daunted, however, I'm go 
ing ahead to try to determine what 
constitutes a Gentleman of 1931. The 
only prize I can offer for the best 
summing up will be the name of his 
tailor. 

Will the Typical Gentleman still 
never offend unintentionally? Will 
he be permitted to wear his hat in the 
presence of ladies he doesn't like? 
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Will he carry a_ folding 
camp stool with him so 
that he won’t have to give 
up his seat ever, any- 
where? Will he hang 
onto his flask while a 
woman is drinking from 


it? Will he swipe with — 


the glove the insulter of 
his current womanhood 
and challenge him to a 
duel at Central Park Ca- 
sino at sunrise? Will he 
lance cheek-to-cheek ? Will 
he return a lady’s pocket- 
book if she drops it ? Will 
he kiss and tell or will he 
have his hair marcelled? 
Will he brag of his squash 
racquets game 
that is)? Will he wear a 
blue shirt and derby with 
a raccoon coat? Are his 


vote Republican? 


Unimportant Items 
Bree! election traffic tickets for 


parking cost $2. Right after elec- 
tion the Vv go back to $5. 


Rudy Vallee introduced a_ song 
called “Cigarette Lady” over the air 
the other night. Even if it'd been 
good, I wouldn’t have liked it. 


You can buy an electric comb at 
ett’s now. 


Li 


Formerly Vanity Fair made all 
their staff sign promises to the effect 
they wouldn't write for Hearst. 


Marion Davies has a $40,000 dress- 
ing-room on the Metro-Goldwyn lot, 
and she has a beach house at Santa 
Monica that’d make a swell lighthouse 

you can see it a hundred miles at 
sea and it doesn’t need lights either! 


Whenever the editors of the Graphic 
lack news, they run an edition claim- 
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ing in headlines Judge Crater has been 
seen hiding in the shrubbery of a 
house at Mt. Kisco. Turn inside the 
paper and you can never find the 
story. 


Walter Winchell sends suggestive 
old jokes by Western Union to those 
he thinks are his friends. 


Bernard Shaw can read a page of 
Shakespeare in one minute flat. 


“Who chased whom around the 
walls of what how many times?” 
(Answer next week. ) 

Children’s heads are almost full- 


size after their fifth year. Poiiticians’ 
rarely ever are. 
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“Hey! Is this right for Palm Beach?” 
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SUVGWG THEMOVIES 





“wo Englishmen, Mr. Lonsdale 
and Mr. Colman, with the help 
of a well-behaved terrier named 

George, have worked out a very pleas- 
ant little comedy called “The Devil 
to Pay.” It is, I might add, pleasant 
if you take the accepted attitude 
toward all Englishmen who wear their 
clothes well that when they engage in 
social and legal practices that would 
goad the conscience of a pawnbrok- 
er’s lawyer, they nevertheless are pe- 
culiarly charming and exculpated by 
the mere fact that they are English- 
men. 

Mr. Lonsdale has written some cute 
lines, which Mr. Colman speaks very 
cutely, and Mr. Frederick Kerr goes 
about sniffing and blowing in his very 
amusing imitation of Frederick Kerr, 
so that for the purposes of the lecture 
“The Devil to Pay” is a very poor 
case; it is harmless and unpretentious 
and does not lend itself to an axe- 
handle criticism of the English Leg- 
ends and Myths Regarding the Habits 
of Gentlemen. 

The movie opens with an auction 
sale brought about by the bankruptcy 
of one Willie Hale. Right at the start 
this Mr. Hale’s character is given 
away when Mr. Colman jumps to the 
porch of his South African bungalow 
and refuses to sell his furniture for 
any more than cost. 

Next we see Lord Whoosis sitting 
in his London castle, reading of his 
youngest son’s bankruptcy. Mr. Kerr 
sniffs and blows and swears he will 
not let his son in the house. The old- 
est son, a cad who does nothing but 
go to work every morning, votes the 
straight Conservative ticket, and 
dances with his sister when she goes 
to a party —despicable occupations 
for any Englishman of courage—more 
or less agrees with his father. The 
daughter, of course, waits with bated 
breath for the arrival of the madcap 
brother. 

The irresistible Willie arrives in 
London and immediately spends al- 
most all his money on a dog. This is 
accomplished only after he stands and 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


talks baby talk to the Scotch terrier 
(who easily stole this scene) for at 
least three minutes. With the dog 
under his arm, he calls on an actress 
whom he has not seen for two years, 
and a right comely girl she is, too. 

The following morning Willie goes 
home and in five minutes has talked 
his father out of a hundred pounds. 

This goes on for the rest of the 
evening and Willie does all the things 
you anticipate: meets the one girl, is 
accused by her of blackmail, breaks 
his liaison with the very comely ac- 
tress, starts for Australia, and is over- 
taken by the one girl, who throws her- 
self at his feet and asks forgiveness. 
Mr. Colman is sufficiently masculine 
to give his extremely fortunate role 
some sympathy, so much that I’m go- 
ing to save my lecture on manners in 
English literature for another day. 
There are, all told, just two real de- 
fects in “The Devil to Pay.” One 
is Miss Loretta Young, who tried very 
hard to be an emotional actress, with 
lamentable results. The other can be 
credited to Mr. Lonsdale. He felt it 
necessary, throughout the show, to put 
all the minor characters in a circle and 
have them agree that Willie is a bad, 
bad boy, and no fit companion for man 
or beast. Willie then proceeded to 
show how bad he was by: 

1—Staying overnight with a young 
woman who was neither his wife nor 
his sister. 





Recommended 


“The Blue Angel”—A sombre German 
show, with Emil Jannings and Marlene 
Dietrich. Long and foreordained, but 
worth a look 

“Feet First’”—A 


Negro comic is fun- 
nier than Lloyd 


1using at times 








“Hell’s Angels’’—The best picture of 
the year 

“Lightnin’”"’—That lovable, lovable, 
old columnist Will Rogers 

“Morocco”—The 1931 vampire, Miss 
Dietrich, in another Foreign Legion ro- 
mance that happens to be well directed 
in parts. 

“Outward Bound”—The old play 
solemnly transferred to the screen by 
a splendid cast. 

“See America Thirst’ —-A gorgeous | 
satirical idea carelessly produced 
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2—Betting on a horse. 





3—Sitting with the Commoners on 
Derby Day. 

t—Refusing to work. 

Even Hollywood has a_ higher 
standard of wickedness than that. 
And, in conclusion, I accuse Mr. Lons- 
dale of out-and-out plagiarism, in that 
some years ago a widely distributed 
story was published which concerned 
a likely lad who wasted his substance 
in riotous living, slept with the pigs, 
and was, to the chagrin of his right- 
eous brother, chased by all the women 
and given the keys to the city, and a 
calf, when he crawled home. 


R00 Corporation is trying its 
damnedest to convince the entire 
Republican party that Bert Wheeler 
and Robert Woolsey are the two fun- 
niest men to bless the nation since 
Calvin Coolidge stopped wearing in- 
dian suits. These two virtuosos have 
appeared in “Half-Shot at Sunrise” 
and “The Cuckoos.” Neither show 
had one legitimate laugh in it, unless 
you happened to be so oddly con- 
structed that a reading of the 1908 
fetes of this magazine would set you 
to bellowing. These highly touted 
lads are now appearing in something 
called “‘Hook, Line and Sinker,” and 
on the basis of their past perform- 
ances, I wouldn’t go to see it on a 
bet. The Radio Corporation possibly 
is suffering from an Amos ’n’ Andy 
myopia, but even Hollywood has 
Buster Keaton and Chaplin to _ its 
credit, and Mr. Woolsey and Mr. 
Wheeler might bear that in mind the 
next time they say their prayers. 


P. S.—Since talking so much about 
these fellows, I have seen ‘“‘Hook, 
Line and Sinker.” Mr. Woolsey and 
Mr. Wheeler are, as usual, very un 
funny, but there is a house detective 
in the picture who almost ruins the 
audience by merely walking across the 
hotel lobby. He is one of the funniest 
men I have seen in many a day and 
makes “Hook, Line and Sinker” al 
most a good show. 






































Lessons in New Yorkese 
The Symphony Orchestra 


We Alliss 
looka 

“Woodjalooka wot “7 

“Woodja lookattagoil inna 
playina violin!” 

“W yshoodensh« be 
lin?” 

“Yawood thingshewood beplayina 
solo asumpin insteada sittin inna band 
playin withalotta men.” 

“Wyshoodenshe beplayin witha lot- 
Issainta band Mojjy—issa 


fgossakes woodja- 


band 


playina via- 


ta men? 
awkestra.”’ 

“Ohyeah? Weyyagotta amittits sun- 
Yadont 
playin inna band wittalotta men.” 

“Iteyya ittainta band issa awkes- 
tra.” 

“Ishathingshebe noiviss wittalotta 
Boy, woodit 


usuwal., usuwally  seeagoil 


men nawlarounda likeat. 
mamie noiviss !” 

“Ho ho tahave 
smany men narounyou likeat yadrop 
dead fromma shock.” 

“Tzzat so! Well Istill thingsheaw- 
tabe playina solo ansheyaint evena- 
head violin. Shediddin 
playin inna band.” 

“Wellitainta band issa sympanny 
awkestra.” 

‘Pomme ?” 


wasvyou wevva 


nawta be- 


“Issa sympanny awkestra.” 


“Ohyeah anwassa sympanny aw- 
Lookslika banta me.” 
Sbiggaran clas- 


kestra? 
“Wellits diffarint. 

















ee —, 


UR BREAD 
WITH A 


BONFIREUJIFFY | 


=— 
| 
} 





A GENENNA-ELECTRIC PRODUCT | 


Ads You'll Never See. 
sia.” 
“Looks juslika banta me. A big 
band.” 

“Iteyya itainta band. Issa sym- 
panny awkestra. Yaknow watta naw- 
kestra isdoncha dope?” 

“Yeah Iknow wattizzan nawkestra. 
Buwwatsa sympanny?” 

“Imtryinta tellya. Yaseethem big 
brass potsbya drumma innaback?” 

“Yeah them big brass pots Iknow. 
Thems drums.” 




















“Thass right. Kettledrums they- 
callem. Butta proppa atennical name- 
forrem is sympannys.” 

“Onowlgetcha. Them big brass pot 
drumsis called sympannys.” 

“Thass right. Sowevvery time ya 
see aband wittem big brass potsinnit 
ittainta band. Issa sympanny awkes- 
tra.” 

H. W. HaneMann 


Prosperity Note 
We’ve cut up our wallet for inner- 
soles. 


Then there’s the Scotsman who 
told his wife creepy stories to make 
her teeth chatter, so he wouldn’t have 
to buy a rattle for the baby. 


If you haven't received all your 
Christmas mail yet it is probably be- 
cause some of the extra holiday car- 
riers got it mixed in with their wives’ 
letters and are still carrying it around. 


Newspapers are segregating crime 
news, and Dora is looking on the 
travel page for those gangsters who 
are being taken for rides. 


The G. D.’s Way 
She captivates the wealthy sap, 
In her alluring quest for pelf, 
By having quite a lot on him— 
And very little on herself. 
—J.L.S. 

















“There's the way to make dough, Joe—just think up some gadget like that and bingo—your fortune’s made.” 
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BERMUDA =< 
| The Treasured Island 
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ORT of travel adventurers...land 
of sun-warmed, sea-cooled winds 
.-. haven for voyagers to serenity and 
quiet places...journey’s end for lovers 
of sport...Bermuda...the treasured 
island of all Britain’s fair possessions ! 
Hotels to fit every mood and every 
purse, hospitality that enchants all. 
And journeying there is delightful 
as arrival, by fast, steady, vibrationless 
S.S. Pan America (to Bermuda only) 
and famous Munson South American 
liners offering twice weekly sailings 
---only $70 and up the round trip— 
dock to dock. 


Three vacation-trips in one cruise 


NASSAU «+ MIAMI « HAVANA 


HE S. S. Munargo maintains fort- 

nightly a 12-day, all-expense cruise 
to Nassau, Miami and Havana...the 
steuiner your well-appointed and de- 
lightful sea-going hotel. There is a day 
at Miami and at Nassau both south 
and northbound and two and a half 
days at fascinating Havana. The mini- 
mum cruise rate covering all expenses 
and including sightseeing trips in 
Nassau and Havana—$140.00 


Another fascinating cruise 


NASSAU-KINGSTON-HAVANA 


DELIGHTFUL turbine-driven 
ship, with one entire deck given 
over to facilities for the amusement of 
guests...a delightful cruise sailing 
from New York fortnightly, on the 
smooth- sailing S. S. Evangeline... 
thirteen gayest of days, all expenses 
included...a day at Nassau going and 
returning... passing Columbus’ land- 
ing place in the daylight, San Salvador 
...a day and a half at Kingston and at 
Havana...Saturday night and Sunday 
at Havana —the high point of the 
week—when Cuba isgayest...and the 
S.S. Evangeline your hotel...atamini- 
mum cruise rate covering all expenses 
and sightseeing trips at all ports, 
$140.00. This is the only cruise to reach 
Cuba this best time of the week! 


Summer-Swept 


NASSAU (Bahamas) 


the Isle of June in great Munson 
liners. Weekly sailings from New 
York. 

Here is a summer-swept setting for 
the winter-weary traveller from the 
north. Here, too, is hospitality and 
friendliness, good food and drink, in 
the fairest of Britain’s possessions. 

The New Colonial Hotel, opening 
January 19th, magnificent, modern, 
brings to you the most distinguished 
address in the Islands. 

The Royal Victoria, open the year 
’round, quaint, comfortable, charm- 
ing, provides a cordial and delightful 
place to give your trip every possible 
enjoyment. Come to Nassau now—the 
comfortable and smooth-sailing, the 
most delightful way via Munson Liners. 
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MUNSON 


STEAMSHIP LINES 
67 Wall Street New York City 






































































Here is something to your liking 
the only apartment hotel in New 
York where you can do as much 
private housekeeping as you please 
or none at all. Combines the 
home atmosphere of an aport 
ment building with the facilities 
of a hotel. Suites have complete 
kitchens with central refrigera- 
tion. A few steps from Fifth Ave- 
nue, Central Park, and ten minutes 
from the theotres and shops 
Apartments with 2, 3, 4, or 
more rooms by the doy, month 
or year, furnished or unfurnished 
Write for illustrated booklet 
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12 EAST 86" ST.--- NEW YORK 


TELEPHONE: BUTTERFIELD 4000 
UNDER THE DIRECTION OF 
WILBUR T. EMERSON 


Larz sq 








Grass Grooms in Mid- Sout 


Drive ove ct auto r 
Atl antic Coast Li ia 


Ocean- Sasexs 


Country Club 
Myrtle Beach, S. C. 


Open all year Finest golf in mid-Sout! 
holes, grass greens designed | 
Robert White resident ecretary tt 
Club. All visiting golfers and their friends 
t n ed t t 1 ate ra 
R ght ne it t l ‘ t 
rme har j Ridir . 
1 her rt n 6€ 
fresl AKe I 
















7D Ap M : ne * 
The Socket Manicure 
A moment or two a day keeps un- 
tidy nails away. Trim, file and 
clean them quickly and easily, with 
your Gem Equally handy for 
either hand, At all drug and cutlery 
stores Gem S0c, Gem Jr. 35c 
(watch-chain model). 


The H. C. COOK Co., 3 Beaver St. 
Ansonia, Ch 
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Mr. Lenz has held, fourteen times, the National and International Bridge and Whist Championships. 
wv department of Judge will understand why Wilbur C. Whitehead has said: “Sidney 
ens is undoubtedly the most remarkable card player the world has ever known.” 


'T’ue solutions to problems 1 and 2 


will appear in next week’s issue of 
Jupge. While it would be impracti- 
cable to discuss each bid and play in 
the entire series of hands, I will en- 
deavor to explain the reason for my 
procedure whenever the issue is suffi- 
ciently close to warrant an explana- 
tion. And I am frank to admit that 
each problem has at least one point 
where many Bridge players could 
easily agree to disagree. 


It would seem that there were 
enough opportunities in this contest to 
go astray without violating the condi- 
tions set forth. When a reason is 
asked for, in a limit of fifty words, it 
does not mean that a hundred words 
would be given double credits. Quite 
the contrary! 


On the final problem, I stressed the 
point that “brevity’’ was a vital con- 
sideration. With many thousands of 
contestants to check up, a brochure of 
six thousand words is just a bit try- 
ing and hardly qualifies as either 
clear or direct. A number of answers 
submitted to problem number twelve 
contained well over two thousand 
words. 


Last week’s study in psychology 
may seem very simple and possibly 
futile, but it would work advantage- 
ously at least half the time. 


FO CG 





The Bidding 


SOUTH WE ST NORTH EAST 


ja: 1No. Tromp Pass | 2 No Trump | Pass | 


y TT | >. ~ 
3 No Trump | Pass | Pass | Pass 


West’s lead of the seven of Dia- 
monds was won by the King. Dummy 
was put in by a low Heart lead and 
the Queen of Clubs was taken by the 
King. 

West then ran off four tricks in 
Diamonds and the contract was de- 
feated one trick. 

It is apparent that the Club finesse 
must be taken, so what can declarant 
possibly do to help the situation if 
the finesse loses? 

The one chance is to create a doubt 
in West’s mind as to the solidity of 
his Diamond suit. 

On the rule of eleven there are ex- 
actly four cards out that will beat the 
card opened by West. 

With the King-Queen-eight in sight, 
East can hold but one, which cannot 
be the Ace. If it were the Ace, West’s 
three cards above the led seven would 
be the Jack-ten-nine and the proper 
lead from that combination would be 
the Jack, instead of the seven. So, 
knowing the Queen of Diamonds will 
hold the first trick, that card should 
be played and the Queen of Clubs led 
from dummy. If South had held three 
Diamonds, he would have played the 
Queen from dummy as an obligatory 
play, and therefore he must try and 
force West to believe that there is still 
a guard to the King of Diamonds 
which, of course, is known to be in 
Declarant’s hand when East cannot 
beat the Queen. 

If West can be inveigled into lead- 
ing another suit, in the endeavor to 
put partner in the lead, to come 
through the King of Diamonds, then 
the game must be won. And many 
West players would do just that. 
However, the Declarant has nothing 
to lose, whether his strategy is suc- 
cessful or not. 
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“Where the Young Men’s 
Feet Are Turning” 


(Continued from page 10) 


I’ll stroll on ahead—might stir up a 
partridge. Just take it easy.” Simon 
added his cautions on this score, then 
crooked the .22 under his arm and 
helped boost the canoe up on to my 
shoulders, where it left a ridge I shall 
carry to the grave. He hurried off 
after Sanford. 

It was the worst half mile I shall 
ever know. Its agony was not less- 
ened by the distant thuds of the guns, 
and the faint, triumphant cries. At 
last, with the lake in sight, I slipped 
and crashed. Sanford panted up. 
he exclaimed, “you might 
have broken a rib.” 

“Maybe I did,” I gasped. 
tainly feels like it.” 

“IT meant one of the canoe’s ribs. 
We'd have had a nice walk if you 


“Gosh,” 


“It cer- 


had, all right, eh, Simon?” Simon 
nodded at me reproachfully. ‘Five 


mile, mebbe six.” 

two partridges. 
“Pretty good, heh? 

to clean a 


Sanford held up 


Show him how 
bird, Simon. Once you 
learn, you never forget.” 

“Wait a minute,” I interrupted, 
pulling my neck out from between the 
thwarts. I was frightened, but a 
whole week of fearsome possibilities 
Sanford and the 
guide exchanged puzzled glances. I 
drew a long breath. 
have 


scourged me on. 


“There seems to 
been a misunderstanding. I 
want to do my share on this trip, and 
no more. I’m not figuring on being a 
guide, ever. I don’t care about pad- 
dling bow, or carrying, or making a 
fire with two sticks. And I don’t want 
to see my food until it’s on my plate 


—ready to eat. What's more—’ 


“You don’t want to be a real 
woodsman ?” 
“_. 


“T’ll teach you to cast,” wheedled 
Sanford. 

“Cast yourself,” I sat down on a 
rock. “I'll watch Simon fix the par- 
tridges.” With a discouraged air, the 
guide picked them up. Sanford shook 
his head, selected a rod, and moved 
off along the shore. He tried once 
more. “You'll never get in any kind 
of shape, just sitting around.” 

“T know it,” I said. “All I aim to 
do now is to get home and—when 
my time comes—to die quietly in a 
big bed, surrounded by doctors.” 

He muttered “tch, tch, tch” and 
disappeared behind hemlocks. 
Simon cleaned the birds, lighted a 
fire, but didn’t seem to get any fun 
out of it. Then, his eye falling on 
his pack, he opened it and tried on 
my boots. They seemed to fit, and 
presently he was whistling as_ his 
knife dripped expert curlycues of 


some 


potato-peelings on the ground 
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THE STEADY SCIENTIFIC PROGRESS OF THE BELL LABORATORIES SHOWS IN THE EVER-INCREASING 
| QUALITY AND SCOPE OF YOUR TELEPHONE SERVICE 
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To clear all barriers for the 
human voice 


An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


Be_it TELEPHONE LasoraTorIEs, In- 
corporated, is the scene of a progres- 
sive conquest of natural forces that 
aims to let you speak clearly, quickly 
and cheaply to any one, anywhere in 
the land and even to distant coun- 
tries. More than 5000 scientists and 
assistants are busy there and else- 
where in the Bell System studying 
the problems of sound transmission. 


Its work is the growing foundation of 


the telephone art; and it has, besides, 
helped to make possible the radio, 
sound pictures and special apparatus 
for the medical profession. 

Among its achievements are the 
underground cables which make 
city telephone service possible, 
better and faster long dis- 
tance service, service to ships 
at sea, and to 


aie fy 

millions of f( 

telephones beyond the seas. \, 
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The steady scientific progress of the 
Bell Laboratories shows in the ever- 
increasing quality and scope of your 
telephone service. Its new develop- 
ments in every type of equipment 
clarify and speed up your telephone 
talks and give you more and better 
service at low rates. Every advance 
it makes is available throughout the 
Bell System. 

The Bell System is an American in- 
stitution owned by more than 500,000 
stockholders. It places before you the 
benefits of its technical achievements 
and the co-ordinated efforts of more 
than 400,000 trained workers. It 
accepts its responsibility to further 
the development and welfare of the 
nation by furnishing the public 
the best of telephone service at 
the least cost consistent with 
financial safety. 
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“Why don’t you hit somebody your size?” 
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The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 


anyway. And then don’t forget and 
stop singing when you come to W. C. 
Fields. 

This M. Fields, while not so ro- 
bustious a humorist as Durante, while 
not so sassy a buffoon as Groucho of 
the Marxes, and while not so athleti 
cally minded a pickle-herring as the 
Rev. Mahoney, is yet a gent with a 
waggishness all his own and one that 
is generally successful in busting one’s 
top pants-button. He has a drollery, 
elaborately dégagé and even insouci- 
ant, that operates auspiciously against 
the midriff and that warms any musi- 
cal show platform that he is on. 
At present, you'll find him in a piece 
called ““Ballyhoo,”’ on view at the 
Hammerstein. At least while he is on 
the stage you won't be at all sorry 
that you hurried away from the speak- 
easy. 


Nathan Recommends 


“The a Yorkers" (Broadway)—A musica 
show wit t ntertainment in it Jimmy 
Durante it xcellent clowning form 


“Once in a Lifetime” (Music Box)—A gala 
slat applied to the rear of the movie industry 


A farce of much merit 
“The Vinegar Tree’ (Playhouse)—The best 
of the newer light comedies, saucy and ob- 


serving, and very well acted 


“Fine and Dandy” (Erlanger) A Joe Cook 


vaudeville with considerable amusement power 

“The on Pastures” (Mansfield)—At last, 
a Bibli play that one has no difficulty in 
sitting thr g Original norous, and oc- 


casionally possessed of eau. 


“Three's a Crowd” (Selwyn)—Webb, Allen 


and La Holman head a revue that is greatly 
superior to the average. 

“Smiles” (Ziegfeld) a ite a poor book, 
the Astaires and Zi s décor will repay 
you Tt best-looking sh w in town 


Nathan Recommends—with 


Reservations 
“Elizabeth, the Queen” (Beck)—A so-so ver- 
ior f that lady's monkey-business with 
Essex, with a fine performance y Lynn Fon 
tanr 
“Oh, Promise Me” (Morosco)—Written with 
an axe, but often very tunny 


“The Man in Possession” (Booth)—Som« 
the dialogue will pleasure you, though the 
theme is a familiar one 


“ —— Night” (Elliott)—Fair revival, with 
the Cowl doing a pretty good job as 
Violas 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


“Grand Hotel” (National)—What all the 
shouting’s for, I can’t make out As a play 
it amounts to little Maybe the tricky stag 
ing has fooled the boys 


“The Greeks Had a Word For It” (Harris)— 


A good title but a mediocre play. It deals 
with various ladies of the evening. 


“Brown Buddies” (Liberty)—Bill Robinson’s 
hoofing is worth a look; the show is pretty 
crude, however. 


“Overture” (Longacre)—Rhapsodies of Bo 
litho’s boosters notwithstanding, my blood 
pressure remains normal. I can’t see much 
in it 


“This Is New York” (Plymouth)—A_ few 


amusing comedy spots but not much else 
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Chicken Salad on Bread ccarons w 40¢ 
1 bag PLANTERS ccacarsam «5 


The Nickel Lunch 


There is so much food value in peanuts that a 5c bag of Planters 
Salted Peanuts contains more calories than a helping of chicken 
salad and 3 slices of white bread. 


But the chicken salad and bread would cost 40c at most res- 
taurants, while Planters Peanuts cost 5c. 


That’s why Planters Peanuts are called ‘‘The Nickel Lunch.’’ 


Here is concentrated food value packed in with concentrated 
goodness, that keeps you trim and fit. First, only big Virginia 
\ Peanuts, top-notchers of the crop can bear the Planters Brand. 





ol Then, Planters has learned ways to toast and roast those whop- 
MR. ping peanuts so as to bring out the last atom of flavor .. . learned 
anne how to keep them fresh and crisp . . . learned how to blanch and 
E3 US PAT 


salt them to a Queen’s taste. 


Be sure you are buying Planters Peanuts. Look for ‘‘Mr. Peanut’’ 
| on the familiar glassine bag. 5c everywhere.‘‘ The Nickel Lunch.’’ 
To get Mr. Peanut's paint book 


for the children, send us 10 PLANTERS NUT & CHOCOLATE COMPANY 
empty Planters bags or wrap- = =SURFOLK, VIRGINIA Wilkes-Barre, Pa. Toronto, Canada 


PEANUTS 





1931 Orders 


from new advertisers in 





Judge four times greater Atlantic City's Newest 


Boardwalk Hotel 


than corresponding rec- Sea Water Swimming Pool 
; Marine Sun Deck 
| ord a year ago. American - European Plan 


Reduced Fall and Winter Rates 
| Also Beautifully Furnished 
Housekeeping Apartments 
by the week or month. 
Charles D. Boughton, Manager 
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's Smart to be a’ Sucker’ 
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STRAWdinarily good, old topper! How do 
you get it over here! 

It's the usual bathtub blend. The straws 
make it taste pre-war! 

It’s no joke. Straws make the best (or worst) 
drink taste better! Get the Handy Home Pack- 
age at your druggist’s. Or we'll send a package 
if you'll write your name and address in the 
margin of this ad and send it with one slim 
dime to Stone Straw Corp., Washington, D.C. 


ONES STRAWS 


Gz Get the Handy 
Home Package 








CROSS-WORDS 


What's a Cockney like with his 
eggs? Wrong again! ‘am. And 
that's a mild one from the rollick- 
ing collection of fifty of the best 
JUDGE cross-word puzzles that 
our contributors have yet devised. 
You'll have to watch your step if 
you're going to have the last word 
in this argument. Fifty snappy 
puzzles chuck full of wise-cracks 
and laughter, anyway you take 
‘em, horizontal or vertical, all in 
Judge’s Second Cross-Word 
Puzzle Book. 


Order your copy now. Five thou- 
sand rib-splitting laughs, all for 
$1.50. 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC., 
18 East 48th Street, New York, N.Y. 
Dear Sirs: : 

Please send me copies of Judge's 


Second Cross-Word Puzzle Book, at $1.50 
each, for which | enclose 


1 


NS ac rent ie at ear See 


Address. 


City State 






















Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 190 
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Submitted by William H. Tornello, Represa, Calif. 


Horizontal 


1 \ cover-up agent. 

6. What cats drink in the land of milk and honey. 

11. Last week's cackling hen makes this week's this. 

12. Where Old Mother Hubbard went. 

14. Golfer's emergency umbrellas. 

15. Gee whilikens ! 

ié Home wreckers. 

19. What to do to a traffic cop’s suggestions. 

20. Wet Blankets 

22. What to do to avoid paying that raise in rent. 

23. Serammed, fast 

24. War profiteers 

25. A household necessity 

a. 4 smal! shot 

28. But for this Emma would be called Ma. 

29. The place to take it out on Willie. 

30. A very touching performance 

32. It, 1929 style. 

33. To interrupt an ungrammatical sentence. 

35. Only half the score 

36 What lots of people will do in Miami. 

38. Four cylinder boob. 

39. A high sign from the rear. 

10 This is far from being a friend. 

41. A Bill that always attracted a crowd. 

43. Speakeasy liability 

44. Hoaxed 

Many answers will be found for this one. 

48. What thousands are vainly trying to do these days. 

50. Barnyard hootch. 

51. Low but short. 

What you'll have to do to make the crew at Wellesley. 

54. A family call 

55. What she had to do to make Jack. 

56. A costly sound 

57. Periods. 

59. This is generally served with rice. 

61. This is a cinch. 

Does away with solids. 

64. This never tells on a woman (if she knows her stuff). 

65. Thumbed one’s way along the highway. 

66. You'll have to start at the top and work down # you want 
to get this way 

68. What he did to get an eyeful. 

70. This is subject to change without notice. 

71. A lip curler 


30 


Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


Vertical 


1. This girl can always be found in Clubs. 
2. The only kind of toothbrush not on the market. 
3. Tagged in Scotland (add—‘'s”). 
4. The beginning of Lent. 
5. Medium dumbness. 
6. You've got to be good at picking this up to solve these 
crossword puzzles. 
7. Egyptian tanner. 
8. Unit of energy. 
9. He was sold on an apple. 
10. A seedy affair 
11. Castle builders. 
13. Editors of high hat magazines don't edit, they do this. 
14. A crowd. 
16. This generally accompanies Wine and Women. 
18. Calyx leaf. 
20. Something night watchmen sleep on. 
21. They went for this and got into an awful pet. 
24. Cornet heaters. 
26. Like. 
29. Here’s a speedy one 
30. Here's where they load schooners. 
31. Don't let this one scare you 
34. This always gets its man. 
35. The cause of many a headache 
37. Marine slicker. 
39. This is far from lost. 
40. A race. 
41. A storm centre in Turkey. 
42. Loved, and how! 
43. He’s really enjoyable once you get under his shell. 
44. Water even has a dampening effect on this. 
45. Ran from freedom. 
46. Hurried to slumberland 
49. This came after midnight (abbr.). 
50. These wear evening gowns in the daytime. 
53. A prince of a fellow comes from here. 
55. Cover for ivory. 
56. Nickel nurser. 
58. Let it stand. 
60. This is never over-done. 
61. Fishy road. 
63. This one’s looks are often costly. 
65. What hired men sleep against. 
7. The subway that went up in the world. 
69. According to latest reports the Prince of Wales is still 


staying here. 
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“Wassamatta witcha, Alifant?” 
“Shell shock.” 


“War?” 


“No, peanuts.” 
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Just the Best Time 
(Continued from page 15) 


are pretty,” 
diamonds. 


he says looking at the 
“Next week I want you 
to help me pick one of them out.” 

I could only gasp and then blush 
and say, “Oh, Jack... .”” Of course I 
knew what he meant right away and I 
was so happy I almost busted right 
out crying. We walked along to the 
subway and I am walking on air. Of 
course I knew that Jack was crazy 
about me, but he had never asked me 
to be his helpmate in the Battle of 
Life before. In the subway I am tired 
and I lay my head on his shoulder 
just dreaming of the time when we 
will have a love nest with printed cre- 
tonne curtains when I hear Jack 
Sav. ... 

“Babe, you know that friend of 
mine who works for the same outfit 
as I do, Johnny Parker? Well, he is 
getting married next week, the sap, 
and he asked me to pick out a wed- 
ding ring for his bride, but I don’t 
know nothing about picking out wed- 
ding rings so you'll have to help me.” 

Well, I must say I was a bit sore 
after me thinking that he meant, well 
you know what—but Jack is really 
my wonder boy and I am his wonder 
girl and it won’t be long now before 
he is getting up enough courage to 
ask me to marry him on account.of he 
is cu-razy about me and whenever we 
go out we have just the best time. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 


FiF|LIE BL 
E/VIEIRJAIL BBE/T 
AIV | 
E E 
R E|P 
E D\ I 
D 


AIL 
EIV 
Pp 





Well Back 


| 


A DARKY, serving in the American 


forces, who had been through a 
bad gas attack, decided that his case 
was bad enough for the doctor, and he 
set off to run back to the base. 


He hadn’t gone far, however, when | 


he was stopped by an officer. 


“Hi, there,” said the officer, ““where 


are you going?” 

“Got a touch of gas, sur,” said the 
darky, tapping his chest. 

The officer nodded. 

“AIL right, carry on.” 

The colored man covered some dis- 
tance, and then another officer stopped 
him. 

Again the darky tapped his chest 
and explained his reason for hurry- 
ing. 

“All right,” said the officer, and the 
darky was allowed to continue. 

On and on ran the coon, until a 
third officer stopped him. 

“What's the matter with you?” he 
asked. 

“Got a touch of gas, sur,” said the 
darky. 

“it’s no 
yarns,” 


telling me_ those 
said the officer, shaking his 
head. “I’m the general commanding 
this area.” 

The darky looked at the officer in 
amazement. 

““Lawkys,” he cried, “have I run as 
far back as all that?” 

From “War Tales We All Laughed 
Ma” —ANSWERS 


good 


Letting Off Steam 
TT suburban husband was about to 


leave his home for the station when 
his wife detained him. 

“John,” she said, “I wish you'd go 
out to the kitchen and give Bridget a 
good talking to before you go to busi- 
ness.” 

““How’s that?” he asked. “I thought 
you were very satisfied with her.” 

“So I am, dear,” replied his wife; 
“but she’s beating some carpets for 
me this morning, and she does it bet- 
ter when she’s angry.” 


B. Walker tells of the Scot’s wife 
whose doctor told her she had to have 


salt air. ... She woke up next morn- | 


ing and her husband was fanning her 
with a herring. 
—Watter WINCHELL 
in the Daily Mirror 


Under the terms of a will, a Texas 
man has just been awarded $1,900,- 
000 for staying sober five years. If 
the Government really wants to en- 
force prohibition, there is a good sug- 
gestion. 

—San Dieco Union 
31 











EUROPE... 
Aw 









e*eees by MOT R 
(f) ROLLS-ROYCE, a Daimler 
s takes you through England, 
a Lincoln,a Cadillac oran Hispano- 
Suiza carries you on the continent. 
An intelligent chauffeur-courier, 
English-speaking, pilots your car 
and attends to all details en route. 
Itineraries, carefully planned 
ahead for all European countries, 
relieve you from every worry and 
care. An American staff of travel 
experts in our many offices abroad 
is always at your service. Write 
for booklet J, “Europe by Motor”. 


FRANCO -BELGIQUE 
TOURS CO., INC. 


551 Fifth Ave. New York, N. Y- 








TWENTIETH CENTURY 
ENCYCLOPEDIA 


Including 
Loose-Leaf Revision Service 


Complete self-revising reference 
compiled by authorities of their 
respective subjects, containing 
more than 40,000 subjects extend- 
ing from remote antiquity through 
present-day modernity. Beautifully 
illustrated in process colors, in- 
cluding the latest authentic maps 
and charts, ten volumes and binder, 
beautifully embossed and super- 
finished binding. 

Complete information furnished on 
request without obligation. 


THE WORLD LIBRARY GUILD 
120 Boylston St., Boston, Mass. 
1440 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 








| 

Please send me, without obligation | 
complete information regarding The | 
Twentieth Century Encyclopedia. 
Name | 
| 

Street a 
BS | 
City | 
Stat a ia aire aaa de I 
jan. 10, 1931 | 

be seas eae ae ew eae eee ofl 
































Encouraged by $100 NUTTY NEWS 


“Perhaps you will be in 
terested to learn that I have 
succeeded in selling a short 
story to ‘War Birds,’ avia 
tion magazine, for which I 
received a check for $100. 
The story is the first I have 
attempted. As the story was ee 
paid for at higher than the 
regular rates, I certainly 
felt encouraged.” 
Darrell Jordan, 
Box 277, Friendship, N. Y. 


How do you KNOW 
you can’t WRITE? 


Have you ever tried? 








FORGET Now, GEorGr! 
WEEP “OUR EYES PEELED 
FOR A.GREAW FoR 
“YOUR GoD OLD 
MAYOR . 
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Papillion, Neb—George 
Sieh of this community re- 
cently resigned as city clerk, 
register of deeds, road su- 
pervisor and overseer of the 
poor to accept a more lucra 
tive offer as janitor of the 
local school. 


Have you ever attempted even the least 
bit of training, under competent guidance? 


Or have you been sitting back, as it is so 
easy to do, waiting for the day to come 
some time when you will awaken, all of a 
sudden, to the discovery, “IT am a writer”? 


If the latter course is the one of your 





choosing, you probably never will write. | 
Lawyers must be law clerks. Doctors | 
must be internes. Engineers must be 


draitsmen. We all know that, in our times, 
the egg does come before the chicken 

It is seldom that anyone becomes a 
writer until he (or she) has been writing 
for some time. That is why so many 
authors and writers spring up out of the 
newspaper business. The day-to-day neces- 
sity of writing—of gathering material 
about which to write—develops their talent, 
their insight, their background and their 
confidence as nothing else could. 

That is why the Newspaper Institute of 
America bases its writing ‘nstruction on 
journalism—cohtinuous writing—the train- 
ing that has produced so many successiul 
authors. 








Learn to write by writing 


TEWSPAPER Institute training is based 
+** on the New York Copy-Desk Method 
It starts and keeps you wr 











ting in your <« n 
home, on your own time. Week by week you Ames, Iowa.—Colleges play an important part in creating hoboes, accord- 
receive actual assignments, just s if you . ) _ DP 4 , —_ Y _f _ "Ls enee Piha > 
cane sieht of Wal Gn & meant mecmecdtinn | | OE rof. E . H. Wood, Jr., of Iowa State C ollege. The ease of college 
daily. Your writing is individually corrected | life, he contends, inspires men to continue their loafing. 
and constructively criticized \ group of | 





men with 182 years of newspaper experience 
behind them are responsible for this instruc 
tion. Under such sympathetic g.iJance, you 























will find that (instead of inly trying to y ; 
> ‘ 4 > . 
copy some one else’s writing tricks) you are Welland, Ont.—4 postage stamp HERE 4 ARE 
rapidly developing your own distinctive, self- was the net loot of two robbers PAL FITY- 
avored style—undergoing an experience that who held up Mrs. Alex Marks 
has a thrill to it and which at the same time 
develops in you the power to make your | here. 
feelings articulate. | 
Many people who should be writing become : 
awe-struck by fabulous stories about millionaire | London.—A lady with twenty- 
authors and therefore give little thought ¢t the fan "h wets ‘ ] . 
$25. $50 and $100 or more that cam often be | 8@ Christian names—alpha- 
caraes Car Setereae Snes tenes Rite Sine te wrk betically arranged — recently 
stories, articles on business, fads, travels, sports, ‘ ‘ Fe ‘ 
recipes, etc.—things that can easily be turned out | caused great confusion among 
Ste SN, SNS CS on Ce ingen es Ee | olevks in @ court herve when 
How you start asked her identity. Her name, 

We have prepared a unique Writing Aptitude Test as read into the records, is Ann 
This tells you whether you posse the fundamenta sali - ope . » . 
ties necessary to successful writing—acute observatic Berthan Cecilia Diana Emily 
dramatic instinct, creative imagination, et y u : 


Fanny Gertrude Hypatia Inez 
Jane Kate Louisa Maud Nora 


mae = 5 CO phelia Priscilla 
Newspaper Institute of America Quinta Rebecca 


1776 Broadway. New York ~ . 
Sarah Teresa Una 
Venus Winifred 


‘ 
| 
| 
| ™ Xenia Yetta Zella 
| 
| 


taking this test The coupon wi bring it, without 
ligation N paper Institute of America, 177¢ 
York 





“THANKS _. | Always 
Like ;% GET THe 

ANTOGRAPHS OF FAMOUS 
PEOPLE Like 


way, New 


Send your free Writing Aptitude Teet 
irther information on writing for profit as pror 
in Judge—January 10th. 


Pepper. 





Why donk tow 4, P amuioe——. 
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EDWARD LANGER PRINTING ©O., INC., JAMAICA, N. Y. 
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Proto ENGRAVING of highest qual- 
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Real daciatnd inate = 


ity and dependable service. A staff of 
experts day and night will see that your 


instructions are carefully followed. 


Powers Reproduction Corporation 
205 West 39th Street, New York Tel. Pennsylvania 0600 
ILLUSTRATE AND SELL 
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Slice after slice...juicy and deli- 
cious. Drop after drop...refreshing, 


thirst-quenching. Orange Life Savers 
---with the same delightful tang as 
the orange itself. 

It’s the “hole fruit flavor...that flows 
from these delicious orange drops 
the instant they touch the tongue... 
that will make them your favorite 
just as they are the overwhelming 
favorite of millions. 


Try Orange Life Savers today...and 
the other Amazing New Taste Sen- 
sations...Lemon, Lime and Grape. 
You'll enjoy Life Savers Mints, too... 
Pep-O-Mint, Wint-O-Green, Vi-O-Let, 
Cl-0-Ve, Lic-O-Rice and Cinn-O-Mon. 


All candy products having the distinctive shape of Life Savers are manufactured by Life Savers, Inc. 





QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, N.Y.C 


